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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SUMMER PHASES 



THE SPREE 



In the uplift of spring 
Earth had high thoughts in trees; 
Smiling her apple-blossoms, 
Blushing her peach-petals, 
Delicate as a sprite. 

Now she sprawls, 

Making loose gestures with spreading vines; 
Guffawing vegetables and fruits — 
Harlequin melons, Punchinello squashes — 
Hiccoughing cucumbers, stuttering tomatoes. 
She is mad-drunk with summer. 

Soon she'll lie still, 

Decently covered with the leaf-brown quilt. 

She'll give loud, gusty yawns, then sleep, 

Jeered at by rains, pitied by snow; 

And wake to chastened, stiff sobriety. 

TRANSIT 

The purple shadow clings with desperate will 
Tightly to the granite hill; 
Tries to grow to it. 
I try, beloved, dear, 
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To carve me out one solid moment here — 
Afraid of cruel winds to blow, 
Winds implacable that know 
Shadows go. 

Winds strip shadows off from hills, 

Signalled by cloudy change above. 

An instant's whim, and death may harry love. 

Should it sever you from me, 

I drift, I drift, 

Agnostic of reality. 



A PARABLE 

The magnolia bud 

Loosens her white garments 

With exquisite reserve. 

So love unfolds 

While delicate mysteries, 

Like odors, 

Subtly escape. 

The white magnolia, 
Of lucent petals 
Textured like woman skin, 
Crumples to leather 
Limp and brown, 
Binding a story told. 
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